"B"                                                   INDIAN
All the world over the sound of throbbing drums
disturbs Western people. In Africa, the sound of
native drums beaten heavily and monotonously is
terrible.
I always feel when these drums of Kali start that
one day they will begin and get wilder and louder,
until all India is aflame, intoxicated by their subtle,
rousing call; and that then, indeed, Kali's thirst will
be slaked by the blood and slaughter which will
follow.
Some nights the noise seems more insistent and
potent than on others, as though a dark influence
were at work, poisoning and inflaming the souls of
the drummers. To-night, as I sit writing here, I can
feel that there is something evil abroad, something
electric which has generated, perhaps, in the mind of
some priest of Kali thousands of miles away.
Perhaps I am more sensitive to all this to-night,
because I am back within audible range of a Hindu
temple, back from the lovely hush of that great
Moslem Mosque in :he city of Akbar and of Shah
Jahan.
I don't believe that I shall ever get used to the
sound of these drums. The messages they send out
are as real as any Western telegram, but they are
always sent out in code.
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